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Whitcomb Rlley In center.
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Riley among & group of literary friends.
portrait copyright by Mecea, Indianapolis.
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Called by a thousand-fold chorus
of children’s blessings Jumes Whit.
comb Riley, on his birthday,
turned back from the valley of the
shadow of death to beam upon the
little ones whom he loved, and sang,
with a smile of his ald tenderness
and whimsleal fun. From the ashes
of hls wrecked health flashed a
gleam of the anclent ralllery and
affection. Tt was perhape the |ast
filcker of his genlus.  For the Hoos-
fer poet lay paralyzed, hiz "natlve
wood-notes wild” sllenced forever.
at his home in Indlanapolls
It was fiting that the children,
whose endless delight he ls, should
cheer his darkening days with thely
united homage. The (dea of doing
him organized honor arn=~ 'n the
Indiana Federatlon of Women's
Clubs, which adopted a resolution
at its meéting last year sugeesting
that a day be set aside ns “Riley
Day." The proposal was approvel
by the public Instruction authorities
of the pocet’'s natlve State, and Ir
structions were Issued that, on hix
birthday, all the schools of Indlana
siould join In appropriate exeryises
It happens that the real date of
Riley's birth Is unknown. As to tha
year, 1849, 1852 and 1853 have heen
guesged, The day of the month is
sald to bhe October 7, but the poet
has always waved aslde wuags'shiy
all inquiries concerning his age. His
friends say that he was profoundly
touched by the State-wide ceremony
in his honor, but in a mezsage to the
school children of his home eliy,
Riley half-disgulzed hls emotion ba
hind a jest at his own retlcence ns
1o hiz age. He wrote gally:
“To the School Children of Indian-
apolis: ~
“You aro conspirators—every ane
nf vou, that's what you are—you
have consplred to inform the ger-
eral public of my birthday, and 1
am already =0 old that T want to
forget all about It
“But T will be magnanimous anl
forgive you, for 1 know that vour
iritent {2 really friendly. and to have
such friends as you are makes me—
don't care how old T am! Tn faet, it
makes me 50 glad and happy that T
feel ns abEalutely voung and spry
a® a4 very schoolboyv—even as one nt
you—and to all intent= T am
“Thercfore, let me be with yon
throughout the long. lovely day and
share In your mingled joys and
blessings with your parenta and
vour teacherz, and in the wards of
little Tim Cratehit: 'God bleas us
cvery one’
“ever gratefully and falthfolly,
your old friend.
“JTAMES WHITCOME RILEY."
Dictating this mesasage from his
“multress grave”—for Riley could
no longer use his hands to guide n
pen—the poct was again one with
Tiny Tim, Dickens' lovable boy in
the "Christmas Carol.” Years ngo,
fn the spirit of “"Suffer llttle chil-
dren to come unto Me, for of =such
Iz the kingdom of heaven,” Riley
EaAng:

“God bless us every one,” prayedl

Tiny Tim,

Crippled and dwarfed of body. yet
s0 tall

Of soul, we tip-toed earth to lonk on
him,

High lowerllng over all"

Outside of Tndlanapolls, where
svery high and grade school wit-
nessed a program of Riler's works,
the most enthusiastic eclebration

Wan held In the town of Greenfield,
where he was born.  The principal
Epeaker was Almon Keefer, who se*
type for the Hancock Democrat half
a4 century and who put into typo
Kiley's earllest poems as the vouth
ttaod healde (he case, eagerly nwait-
Ing the proaf

In & Greenfield attle wasz resur-
rected an example of Riley's handl
work as a slen painter, which was
the trade he adopled after rebelling
from the routlne of His fathier's law
ofMice. 1t was made for A J. Bunks
and long decorated the Banks [Pulld-
Ing. Several years ago it was token
down and stored In a Ioft. But In
honor of the day it was replaced In
front of the bullding The words,
“J. W. Rilev.” in small sc ript, are In
the lower right hand corner

It was perhaps out of dlerespect
for his own name that the embryao
bard Inscribed It upon a slgn board.
He is reported to have often la-
mented: “How can anyone he a
poet. with such a name as J. W
Rlley?" He overcame this handl-
cap later by writing his name jn, ful®
—a devlee upon which he once ril-
Hed John Clark Ridpath in a poen,
asserting that the famous historian
was In boyhood “J. C. Ridpath.' in
youth “J. Clark Ridpath.” anda in
his day of fame “John Clark Rid.
pith, sat, Plum at the dushboard, st
the whole-endurin'  Alfahet”"—in
playful reference to hls victim's row
of honcrary degrecs

Conce'ning Riley's age, zeveral of
the Indianapolis teachers vwhin i 1
Investizgations =ald that "old spt-
tlers” relate he was born in 1849,
and was therefore 62 vears old. at
hig Iast birthday. “Who's Who In
Amerlca’ gives tho year as 1863
Another authority gives 1552 and
another, more cautious, says “about
1852 W. W. Pfrimmer, one of
Riley's old friends. is quoted as say-

Ing of him in a book published soma
Years ago: “Should you ask hlm hils
agoe, he would =ay that he (= Thi
slde of 40, and leave you giuess as
to the side."

Although the authop Of poen.s in
the purest _English, which may he
compared with the works of Poc,
Keots and Chlerlilge, Rllev 1s boest
Enown under the noble title of “the
children’s poet.” In treating of their
lives, he touches every note In the
samut of childlsh emaotions, from tie
poiznant pathos of ““There, Jitlo
girl, don't cry.,” nand the humor
“The Epolled Child,” to the juvenlie
awe of the sapernatural in “Licel
COrphant Annle*

It Is not =0 woll known that Il
also treated the child-character in
prose, In short stories of Indulitatle
grip at the heart strings, such as the
nirrative of “Jumesy," the grimy.
tricksome bootblack nand gamin,
with his drunken father and dying
sulster; or tha story of Tod Ander-
son's fascination at the glory of his
firat ¢lreus

"The Raggedy

Man™ I3 one of

Riley's favorites among cbildren,

and runs:

*, the Raggedy Man! Mo works
for pa;

An' he's the goodest man ever you
saw!

He comes to our house every day,
An' waters the horses, an’ [eeds 'em

huy;

An' he opsns e shoed—an” we =2:1
ist laugh

Wher he diieia aut our little old

wolble-ly calf;
An® nen—ef our hired girl suys he
Ccan—
He miilvs the cow fer "Lizabuth Ann.
Aln's he a' awful good Tagholy
Man¥
Ragredy' Ragzody! Reggedy Mun!

W'y, the Raggedy Man—he's Ist 50

good,

He =plits the kindlin' an’ chops the
wood;

And then he spades In our gurden,
Lo,

An' does maost things ‘at boya can't
do—

He clumbad clean up in our hig ree
An’ shooked o' apple down fer me—
An' Gnother 'n’, too, for ‘Lizaliuth

Ann-—

Au' Bbuother ‘n', too, fer 'Lizabuth
Man.

Aln't he a' awful kind ngzedy
Man?

Raggedy! Rageody! Raggedy “fon!
An' the Raggody knows
most rhymes,
An' tells ‘em, ef I be good, some-
times
Knows ‘hoyt Giunts an' Grilffuns, an’
Elves
An' the Squidicum-Squees, ‘at swal-

Man, ho

How the Glad - Faced
Little Tots Swarmed on
ilis Natal Anniversary
and Prompted Him to Pen Four
Charming Lines to Their Future

Welfare.

lers tho'reclves!

An" wite by the pump In our pasture
lot,

He showed me the
Wunks Is got,

AL lives ‘way deep In the ground,
an' can

Turn into me, er 'Lizabuth Ann'

Ain't 'he a funny old Raggedy
Man?

Haggedy! Raggedy! Ragsedy Man!

hale ‘'at the

The I}i:i;:gtdy Man—one time, when
16

Wuz makin' a little bow-'n orry fes
me,

Bays, “"When you're
pa Is,

Alr you go’ to keep & fine stora lile
his—

An® be a rich merchunt—an' wear
fine clothea? /

Er what air you g0’ to be, gnpodness
Knows 7"

An' nen he laughed at

hig ke your

"Lizabuth

=N

Ann.
An' 1 says, ""A go' to be a Ragzgedw
Man!

I'm Ist go' to be a nice Rag 3
% iy Aaggedy

Raggedy! Raggedy! Raggedy Man!

As simply ead as Eugene Fleld's
"Little Boy Blue' §s Riley's “A Lifo-

Lesson' In which he probes the
depths of emotion ns deeply ns dld

hils greater Missoyrt contemporary

There, Httle girl, don't cry!

They have broken your dolll T
know; !

And your tea met blue,
And your playvhouse v oo
Are things of the long ngof
But childish troubies will-soon
pass hy—
There, littla glrl, don't ory!

There, little girl, don't cry!
They bave broken your slate, I

knovw:
And the glad wild ways

Of your schoolgir] days

Are things of the long ago,

But life and love will
come by
ere, lttle girl, don't cry!

There, lttle girl, don't cry!
They have broken your hear! I
know;
And the rainbow =zleams
Of your youthful dreams
Are tillngs of the long ago;
But heaven holds all for which
you gigh
There, Mitle glrl, don’t cry!
Hovipig enshrized children in hig
verses, Riley desired, before his
death, to leave them anotbher pleds®
of lhils love. By his wlill he left
estate at Indlanapolis worth ;75,000
to the School Board, on which 2
erect a public library and sn 8d=
ministration bullding for the publl®
Instruction officials. Many o chid

of tho future, with his or her mind ¢

00N

awnkened by a fresly loaned u005 g

ar by Improved efMeiency In :
schools, wil] thank the poet far M8

beneficence as well as for .'KP“.E

Deep In June. i




